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^linichna Gregorys verbal instructions, spent two days at
lhome, and left for Vieshenska on the fourth of June He
reckoned to find his company in Bazki. But the heavy
gunfire in the distance seemed to be coming from somewhere
^beyond the river Chira. Prokhor felt no strong desire to ride
*to where a battle was raging, and he resolved to make his
way to Bazki and wait there for Gregor and the first division
to arrive.
He rode unhurriedly, almost at a walking-pace, along the
Hetman's Highway to Gromok. He overtook the staff of a
recently formed Ust-Khopersk regiment, and attached
himself to it. The staff was travelling on light, springed
drozhkis and a couple of wagonettes. On one of the
wagonettes were documents and telephone apparatus; on
the other a wounded elderly cossack and another hook-
nosed man, terribly emaciated, his head covered with an
officer's grey Karakul fur cap. Evidently he was just
recovering from typhus. He lay with a greatcoat covering
him to his chin, yet he was asking someone to wrap his feet
in something warm, and raged and cursed as he rubbed the
sweat from his forehead with his bony hand.
"You swine! The wind's getting under my feet I
Polikarp, cover me with a rug. I must needs go down just
when I was needed. . . ." his eyes wandered absently around
him.
The man he had called Polikarp dismounted and hurried
to the wagonette. He said :
" Why, as it is, you're so hot you'll catch a chill, Samoilo
< Ivanovich."
" Cover me up, I tell you 1 "
Polikarp obediently carried out the order and dropped
back.
" Who is he ? " Prokhor asked him, with his eyes
indicating the sick man.
" An officer from Ust-Miedviedietz. He was attached to
our staff/' the cossack replied.
A swarm of refugees from Ust-Khopersk villages was
retreating with the staff, Prokhor called to one old cossack
who was seated on a wagon piled high with various domestic
treasures:
" Hey, where the devil do you think you're going ? '*
" We're going to Vieshenska," the man replied.